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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

CORRESPONDENCE 
I 

Dear Editor: Two slight poems of recent print are worth 

reappearance in brevier in the back part of Poetry for the 

benefit of those who missed them at the premiere. One is 

by Percy Hammond in the Chicago Tribune, and reads: 

The entourage of the American Derby was a bit blowsy. 
Weeds, long grass, dust and grime 

and a melancholy prairie landscape. 
A jaz band played Pretty Baby and My Country, 'Tis of Thee. 
Most of us sat in our shirt sleeves 

and drank beer out of bottles. 

The other is titled The Elephant, and is by Carmen 

Cerelli, who is ten years old, going on eleven, and a pupil in 

a New York grade school where this piece was written in a 

school competition : 

There stands the elephant, 

Bold and strong — 

There he stands chewing his food. 

We are strengthless against his strength. 

Carl Sandburg 

II 
Dear Poetry: I must out with it — my 

LAMENT OF A POETRY EDITOR: 

Heigh-ho, how many songs they write, 

The great ones and the small ! 
Although I sit from noon till night 

I cannot read them all. 

They write of most important things, 

Of wisdom old and new. 
But oh, the little words with wings 

They are so few — so few! 



E. T. 
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